Her Mask

She smiles today, last night she cried
She looks alive, inside she died.
Behind a mask she hides I know,
The fear of hurt, her heart won’t show

“I love, love,” from her I hear.
She yearns the words, I love you dear.
Sometimes a flower, that’s not much,
A soft caress, a gentle touch.

Someone to listen when she talks
Someone to go on little walks
To hold her hand and touch her hair,
Someone with life, to truly share.
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